M Y   T E A R S                                                               237
quarters. A major from the office of Strategic Services
came to tell me that I should wait till noon before
driving down, for there was to be a special review of
Italian Partisans in honor of the major and me! After
an early lunch, we solemnly marched in double line to
the top of the hill. A few townspeople, chiefly old men
and women lined the route as we, guests of honor,
marched past. At the Piazza, we waited for the Partisans
to come down from a neighboring hill. It was still winter
and the mountains were covered wixh a milky froth,
while the valley was a patchwork of brown and white.
After a short while I could see a wavy khaki line trickle
dowTn the mountainside 'and I heard the faint strains of
men singing till, gradually, they came down the cvpress-
lined path to the Piazza, where on an improvised sa-
luting base, I stood behind the major as he took the
salute. Four deep they lined in front of us and in their
full-throated voices sang "Rebelli."
It was more than a song; it was the rebellion.
While I saw many other things in Italy, including
our own divisions, it was the common man and his love
for freedom, his fight for peace and dignity, winch was
more inspiring and more exciting than the day-to-day
coverage of the war or the taking of a to\vn or the
capture of Germans. Away from India, I was able to
appreciate the struggle of our own people and to see
it on the broader canvas of the world. I learned that
action, more than nonviolence, was needed to sustain
a struggle and to inspire men to fight I also learned
that dignity and greatness were not the prerogative of
any class, for I had seen so much of these qualities in
the humblest and commonest of men.
This was the age of the common man and he was de-
termined to live fully in it. Class was dying everywhere